36                      THE   SPIRIT   OF   INDIA
Between this building and the white marble Diwan/i/Khas
is a green and spacious courtyard.  I walked through it with
a feeling of discomfort.  I felt like an infidel on holy ground
My feet were not only on an empire's dust but also on ground
consecrated by a great and beautiful faith.   The sun poured
down.  I shaded my eyes to see the delicate, refined lines of
the Diwan/i/Khas.   They seemed to quiver with their own
loveliness.  "Very, very lovely," my guide had said of it.  I
recollected his emotion in tranquillity.   The Diwan/i/Khas is
not strong.  It does not speak of might; only of art and ease
and slightly effeminate taste.   It is the Mogul Empire at its
zenith.   Conquest has been consolidated, the arts cultivated,
luxury discovered.   The machinery of government is like a
festoon around a peaceful and sun/bathed land.   India is an
imperial garden m the midst of which Allah rules in a
slumbrous ecstasy.   Such is the message of the Diwan/i/Khas
There is pride in it; elegance and a sweet, rather self/satisfied
holiness; it has aspiration with neatly embroidered limits, but
no strength or determination.   The days of Akbar are gone;
the sword of Islam has covered itself with arabesques; the
battle/cries that rang like the voice of Mohammed along the
grim valleys of the frontier are silent; only the croon of con/
ventional prayer is left.
And so one walks to the adjacent Pearl Mosque feeling
that there is a nobility in struggle which is absent from ease.
The Islamic dome can be pleasurably studied in this bridal/
like Mosque. It is a casket of holiness, carefully and con/
sciously beautiful; its builders have worked with delicate tools
and hearts tenderly invaded with a sense of grace. Its spirit,
however, is that of the boudoir; there is no sturdiness in it.
One thinks of the red blood that flowed to win this for
Allah, and then a feeling of vanity creeps into the mind. One
wonders if man can ever translate an animating ideal into a
lasting solace. The Pearl Mosque (Moti Musjid) is a splace^
but it has a tremble in its voice. It knows that flowers bloom
only m the summer and that a summer without a winter is